— — 
— 


| 
| 


— 


Parting Lovers. 


Written by the late Mr. SHEXNS TORE. 
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WHEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart 

I thought-—but it might not be ſo--- 

She was ſorry to ſee me depart ; 
She caſt ſuch a languiſhing veiw, 

My path I could ſcarcely diſcern ; 
And ſo ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 

I thought ſhe had bade me return. 


Methinks me might like to retire, 


To the grove I had labour'd to rear; 
For whatever I heard her admire, ; 
I haſted and planted it there. 
Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys, 
So much I her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays, 
I'm ſure ſtill to love her the more. 


And now, &er I haſte to the plain, 
Come ſhepherds, and tell of her ways; 
I could lay 7 vat my life for the ſwain, 
Who would fing me a ſong in her praiſe. 
While he ſings, may the maids of the town 
Come flocking, and liſten the while ; 
Nor on him let Hebe once frown, © 
Tho? I cannot allow her to ſmile. 
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To ſee when my charmer goes by, 
Some hermit peeps out of his cell; 
How he thinks of his youth with a ſigh, 
How fondly he wiſhes her well! 
On bim ſhe may ſmile if ſhe pleaſe, 
It will warm the cold boſom of age 
Yet ceaſe, gentle Hebe ! Oh ceaſe 
Such ſoftneſs may ruin the ſage. 


I've ſtole from no flow'rets that grow, 
To deck the dear charms I approve ; 


For what can a bloſſom beſtow, 


So ſweet, ſo delightful as love ! 
I ſing in a ruſtical way, 

A ſhepherd, and one of the throng ; 
Yet Hebe approves of my lay— 
. Go, poets, and envy my Raw 
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